Julia moved up to her. "The yellow and violet were good,
Gabrielle." She caught Jeffry's arm and drew him away from the
circle surrounding her sister. She had seen and appraised his spon-
taneous response to Gabrielle's performance. To Julia, Gabrielle the
singer and Gabrielle the woman were one.

Jimmy winked at Gabrielle. " Great stuff, kid! I didn't under-
stand half of it, but it sure sounded high-class."

36
VJABRIELLE did not see the newspapers until she came home from
work next day. Jimmy had piled them on her chair in the dining-
room. He had folded back the pages to the Music Notes.
" How are they? " Gabrielle asked.
" Rotten," grinned Jimmy.
" Not bad," conceded Julia.
James suggested, " Why not read them? "
" Not before dinner," protested Mary. " Everything's going to get
cold."
" I'll just skim through them," Gabrielle said.
Her fingers trembled over the pages. Phrases caught her eye:
" A young and gifted artist." " Miss Livingston's promise is greater
than her present." " Miss Livingston is evidently pointing to opera.
She could do Donna Anna, Fidelio, the Contessa with subtlety and
grace, but we doubt if she has the makings of a Wagnerian heroine.
She has appeal and genuine emotion, but she lacks the necessary fire
and passion for an Isolde or Elizabeth" " A superlative voice remini-
scent of Lilli Lehmann's."
' "'You hit the bull's eye all right," Jimmy said, piling scalloped
potatoes on his plate.
Elle broke a slice of bread. " Evidendy you still have work to do.
Promise is a long way from success.* It will take time and money to
bridge the gap."
" Let's not go into that," said Gabrielle. " I'm so thankful just to
have cut any ice at all. To have got such decent reviews. It was so
much better than anything I'd expected."
" Well, don't let it go to your head," Jimmy warned her.
" I wish we were all as balanced as Gabrielle," James put in.
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